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look atmy mamma’s picture, and I stepped on|
an olttoman to see plainer, and then Miss Lena

Poctical.

ishly ; "vesierday | went into the parlor to' girl like you,"" said Mrs. Olsy, without looking
from her book.

will get them for you,”” said Netta pleadingly.

«Why not wait till papa comes home; he

gloriously bright, and her {ace glowed with sn
unearthly bewnty, and strength wos hers even | jong time ago, the only one in those “‘dig-
ings' then and fur gught | know, al present.

as if angel arms upheld her. g
Then Doctor P—-=whispered—"It is the {lu was a man well todo in the world, ond

—_— - came ip and b#xed my eara bard ; and told
From the Loalsyille Journal. me fo go out; and Miss Lone’s mother| *You indolent thing!'' exclaimed Lena im-
T0 A NEW FRIEND. came in nnd told me never 1o come up there, periously.  “Go get them quick, | eannol wail
— again, Butob, Ldid want to see mamma's lill night. Don't sit there hesilating.

BY MARY NEAL.

But few shorl montba, dear lady,
Have joined the regretful past |
But a few of our noble life friends
Have yielded to death's cold blast;
But a few bright flowers have withered,
And beneath the snow uow bend,
Since fiur, far down in my heart depths
Thy name was written “friend."”

What though in life's lovely morning
Qur patha did lie apart,

We son form a life acquaintance
When heart responds to heart.

W bt though by the ones that Jove thee
I never have been careased

We have ench one of Gud's own angels
Upon our bosom pressed !

This, this isthe link, sweot lndy!
That binds my heant to thine;
For a sorrewing heart haw ever
Met a warm response from mine.
But when Ratchel mourns herehildren,
Or the wild wood-dove her young,
The flood-tide of sympathy
leaps up from lieart 10 tongue!

0! 1love'the golden gunboams
That light thia broad green eatik ;
And I loye a heart o'er Howing
With tiope and joy and mirth ;
But 'tis ouly whesi storm clouds guther
And whon sorrows o'er us bend,
That we feel how bright is the sunlight,
Ur bow walued isa friend.

Dear Lady! not long T've known thee,
Aud soon we again may part |

But *whatever akies' bend o'er thee,
4! think there iy one heart

That loves theo— oot for the sunlight
That brightened other yenrs:

But that both bave drapk from the smme dark

cup,
And shed the same bitter tears?

SEE——

Miscellancous

_— e
NETTA CLAY,
—''R THE—
MOTHERLESS GIRBL.

BY ELLA FARMAN,
*I have no mother, for she died
When | was ver fnung;
Tut her memory still around my heart,
Like morning mists has hung.
«'{Taiithn, Metts han'broken a salver full of
“eoffee cups. I wish she could be punished
forsueh carelessners, exclaimed Lens Clay,
. trohly dwssocd gitl of sixteen summers, as
whe entered (i parlor orie morning.
«Phe careless Lhing " said the Leatiful
Mrs. Clay. *f don'tknow what to do with
{tr. !l': an absolute waste lo have herin the
+BoruseM

#*Claro,” ard the husband, a noble looking
anan, spoke sternly, #Clara,”” 1 cannot heat
yoi spenk thus of my child. She may be
rareless, but sheis my child, remember.  You
‘should Keep anotber servanf girl if you with
the work dune properly. Anneita is young
anJ unaccustomed to work."
~ *Mr, ‘Clay,” and the wife's black eyes
sparkled, “Mr. Clay, when 1 became your
awife I supposed that | could manage the
household as | chose, But I find 1 was quite
mistaken. That ugly ehild of yours wishes to
manoge me ond Lenn both. She is perfecily
distespeciful.  No mellier can ‘see ner only
“ehild thus treated. But you will nol permit
me Lo manage her at all, Mr. Clay, and 1
should be very grateful if you would do it
yoursell.
] pever raw o child act ns Netta does,”
anid Lena pettishly.’”” *She scis very atrange,
I let her do the ironing last night and she came
‘up about twelve, just as [ come home [rom
the pariy, and sal down on the floorand began
1 & and make such u noise, so I jost rose
and gave her o whipping, which silenced her.
TLen she began 1o read in that old Bible, and
" never can sleep with a light in the room.—
She will hnve to sleep in the garret slter this,
At I guoished her this mornivg.” and the
little imperious beaut y longhed gaily,
During Lena's speech, Mr. Clay'n eyes hod
fashed more-than once, oud he finished his
breakfast in silence. As he left the room

also my child.
He paused at the kilche
might. Upon th
golden head resti
ter Netta, Bhe

ngin a chair, lay Lis daugh-

lessly clasped logether,
lay amid tie folds of her piain en
eitn sprang up ullright
door pushed open, and
orim

lico dress.

the worn featn
Ahe thinness of t
| nsoarse, ill-fitting
Meindly as he went up lo
oo that small head with its mass
ourls, “Netls, are‘you sick 1" A low mosi
wits ‘her only reply. _
“Netla my child, you are pale and sick.
ame what is the matter "’
©4 THeo e Mble

rodlume.

i

Llur.s Lena it was my own papa’s parler, aud
that | had a Letler rght there than she, sud
then they whipped me and shul me up in tie
cellar-closet.”

Clay's cheeks, but he restrained himsell and |

said calmly, *You should bave (ol me of this
before, Netta,”

ar. And I though! you dida't tlink papa, (of

jclure su bad, and before | thought | told| Netta cast a ghivening glance ol the stormy
sky—butshe knew it would be useless (o re-
monsteate for her father was not there, As
she nrose, Mra. Clay handed hera thin brocha
shaw! and a common bonnet.  Netla glaneed
ot them ond said, “'oh, dun't send me oul so
thinly elad, 1L is very cold, let me wear my
tlosk.”

“Hush, gir,"" imperi usiy said Mrs. Clay,
to humor you would take hall my husband's
incume."’

<1 wonder papn does hall so much for you as
he does,'" said Lena.

tHe is my own prpa,’ said Netta, “and he
loves me as much as he does those he shellers
beneath nis roof.**

“Mrs. Ciny sprung to her feet o passion,
exclaiming, *Yeusauey thing! How dare you
speak disrespectful of me or Lena! Go on
your errand immediately;” and the thinly elad
mothetless girl was sent out in the rnin to per
form & trifling errand, which required Lerio go
1o the other end of Broodway, ond the step
mother and step sister sal on o lusurious bou
dair, teveling i sumpluous elegance,

The red blood rushed it & fiery tide 10 Mr,
2
dw

“Don't blame me for it, papa.' said Netla
imploringly. *‘They would hnve killed me,
and besdes 1 didu’t think you would care—
Miss Leia said you didn't e.re anything aboul
me, now Lhal you married her handsome molh-

you never come and talk with me as you used
to. Thobere hasn't been anybody lo luve me
sinne mamma died, liag there,’” and the biue
eyes nplifted Lo his very earnest,

The father goeed mournfully down on the
pale sweet child he held in his orms, and as
be remembered all bia negleet of her for two
yenrs, he almost shuddered. And in thal
moment of silence the image of his dead wile
seemed Lo rhise up from the far country grave
in which he hod Jaid her, and stand before
bim.  And the dead Llye eyes, just like those
of the ¢hilil, gozing up at him, hod o saddened
look lingering in their depths, and the dead
lips wore a reproachiul expiession, end o
spirit voice seemed o say in low upbraiding
tones, ““Hast thou forgotten the pale child |
leit as an only remembronee 1 The [other
sighed a5 the sod vision faded awoy aund le
bore the pale hitle Netla up into one of the
gorgeous purlors and lawd ber by the glowing
fire on o pillowy lounee, whete she could see
o sweel, gitlish face gleaming vut of a frame—
the face-of ber dead wother.
As Netta loid there in the luxurions still-
ness, Uhe softeves in the picture seemed i e
angels eyes and the red hips wore & seraph
smile, and the golden bair seemed like acrown
of glowy.

g
'l

Mr. Clay passed oul of his rich #lore on
Brondway, aind walked hastily along the pave
ment, thickly sod warmly clad in his heavy
aver-coal and fur eap, alarge umbrella shield
ing him frum the Llinding sleet and rain,  As
he passed o lofty dwelling with high mar-
ble steps, be heard a moan strangely low and
plainiive, and he murnnured —some poor beg
wer girl, 1 suppose; pity lor a girl out in this
slorm.

Then low monans and sobs rose up and fell
on his ears. e siood wresoluie. I'he wind
blew the rain and sleet barshly in his foce.—
He thought of Lthe warm, pleasant silling room
ot bome, with (15 suft carpet and crimson cur:
tains and velvet lovnges and coshioned rock-
ing choits, He thought of the warm kiss will
which Netta woull meet lim.  Then like
starling voices bidding bim to ture back, enme
those plaintive mouns, anl in a moment he
stood by the marble steps of the lofty dwel-
ling.
i he girl was halfl sheltered by an umbtello,
beneath it he cought n bright gleam of geot-
geous caghmere. Who could lie mosning on
those marble sieps robed in such tich matenini?
He hastily t re the umbrells from the clasp of
the red, stilfened fingers; but the girl, a slen-
der thing, lay with her face down on the cold
white murble, She did not see the man by her
site, but moaned on, and Mr, Clay could liear
a loiut ehildish voice gaying=""0b, popa come
and toke me home; 1 shall die here, in this

Albert Cloy was only twenly-lwo when he
married & gentle gitl with winning woys.—
Ten symmers Annetia Lee blessed him with
her love, and then faded from earth, leaving
one little girl— Netta—to chider his loneliness.
Pwo years Le lived alune 0 his gialely man-
sion with Netta and his widowed heart.  But
olter a long communion with himeelf, he re-
solved to magry some lovely, sminble woman,
to be 8 mother to his little gitl who was ien
years old.  After carefully studying the char-
scter of his female acquaintances, he found
none among them so gentle and aminble, 50

wonderous beauty of death.”’

Then earith 1hough!s came, ol ben ing over

go away snd leave papa amid the cold tem-
jresis of enrthl”

brace, oml she xaid, **Papa [ must go.

you not hear the rustling of the aneel’s wings
thal are lo Lea: me awny.

Clars acd Lenas, nnd sent them  bock (o their
old home; andsoon a divoree would part them ¢ :
| your proceedings—but | think you had better
And thoseguilly ones, upon whose : Ay & ; i T
soul the blood of the, Motherless viirl rested, take Lhese five dollars 2nd call it square,
could not complain for the judiment was ju-t.

furever,

Netta in spotless white, and strewed pale,
seented Llossoms and green leaves jn lier cof-
fin, and aftera holy sermon the lone [atler|
" 0nisv o into! - 3

bote het away from (he noisy, dusty city, into, suited Lim! He'll never trouble you.
the green, Llooming country, snd buried her)
'l*l)'_“i‘IL'I'.""HIWlSI .ﬁl";"g* l"“"”“"i a I"‘“""‘ ""‘; b¥ ' \y doilars than had him got the money for them
“-’. white murble slobon which the jnscnption (& e v Spirit of the Times.

geave and the Llue birds sing i the locus
above her grave; and the moss mae binoms on

he

gaid to himself, **I con endure this no longer;
Clara is my wife, to be sure, but Annetis is

n dodr and well he
e cold, hard floor, with her

bad been weeping for the
traces of tears were on her coloriess cheeks ;
bul she wus ealm now, save the quick beal-
ing in the veins of he low, meck brow, and
tremulous quivering of her sweel chil ish lips.

Her small bands reddened by 10i', were care.
snd a small red book

ed as she heard the
her cheeks glowed
n a8 she bid the book, in her p cket.—
- But asshe saw il wan her father, her cheeks

paled sgain and Lhe tears gushed inio hereyes.

A tear trembled in the fathers eye 83 he raw
res of the fair gitlish face, and
he slender form attired in o
“Nelta,” said he
her nd laid his hand
of golden

Then he soid again,
Tell

fragile girl looked up al him

sympothisiog with him, the wealiliy witllower,
so idolizing s mowberless Joughler, an the
beautiful widow, Clara Arlington, Anc het
only daughter—Miss Lenn—a beautiful girl of
fourtesn, loved Neita so dearly,—always with
her—oh, it was all 5o fasciuating 1hat 1he reh
Mr. Clay marricd Mrs, Allington, and took ler
and Lena from (heir small cotloge to his slate-
ly mansion.
For a few months the utmost deference was
paid 1o Mr. Clay’s slightest wishes, and little
Nettn was petied more than ever; she was
wlways richly dressed ond kept in the parlor's
ond when viditors paid fashionable calls, he
beautiful Mes. Clara would point to her and
Lena and say—=AMy two darling doughiers!"
especialiy when Mr. Clay was present. All
wen: on 85 well a5 marringe Lells, nnd Me
Clay cungratulated himsell on possessing suf
ficien| sense to have selecied such o wile frum
the multitudes of moidens, lodies and discon-
solate widows, and seheming daughters who
ad crowded Lis path “‘thick as leaves i val-
ambrose."
But afiera whi'e there began to be a change,
Mrs. Clay and Lenn ditl nol always wear s wee!
smiles, and 1he intonation of their voices was
not always the scftest; and someliow Neta
was not ae joyous as she had been at st her
face was piler and sadder, and she w 3 far
more ploinly dressed; aml not so much in the
poaclors, ‘Thus matters went on anil Mr. Clny
never saw his motlierless girl save in the Kit-
chen, ond he seldom went there, his mind was
g0 oceupied by Lusiness cores oud his Leauti
ful bride, and for 9 long while he did not no
tice her absence, But when Clara and Leno
Luth openly abused her, his fatherly feelings
were touched, and the ol love for Lis elile
awoke, ane ot lust he saw his mistake in mar
tying, but two late. Yel lie determined thnt
they should not sbuse the only child of s
firmt wife.

It waa a chilly, miny day, and everything

cold rain”

there a familiar =ound, a household tooe thal

Oh, why in those low, louching lones was

thirilled Albert Clay's heart with a vague, in-
distinet sense of pain?  In & moment Lhe shiv-
efing childish foim was clnapdd in lils arms.
Then the pole, wel face, wilh its feint, wiile
features el Nils gaze, Lt was his own dough-
ter Newtn ! For a moment all was dim before
s eyes, ond the stiong man sank faintly on
the morble steps where s child had jain in
agony. Then hesaw the parcel ol wonsted ly-
ing on the pavement, and he compreliended it
all, ond he was nerved again.  As he elasped
Netto 1o his jeary she openuvd herbloe eyes on
lim and os they rested un the snddened lace
bending tenderly over her, she mutmured fajot-
1y =I5 it you, papa 1 Oh, Lam gloil that ou
nave cume o take me home. Tale me home
1o momn—my angel mamng,' and @ Loy srm
was clasped ti. bitly about his neck, and a gold-
en beoad rested confidiogly in hisbosom, Net-

la was unconstious I
Then the fathier wenl on, merely pausing to
urder a physician, He hostily went up the

steps of his mansion, entered without ringing,

und with s heovy overshoes and dripping
nat, he entered his wile's rich buudoir and laid
Netta on o sofu,

Lena amd Mrs, Clay grew icy pole. They
saw a pull foldivg tightly around their future.
“Here is n specimen ol your love towards my

clild.  See your work, you heartless, cruel
woman,' said he steruly, as Le glanced lor
the first time upon them.

I'tie ductor come at lost,  Netta fell into o
quiet slumber, which soon changed 1nto o bro-
keu, troubled sluiber, aad her chiecks began
to glow with the erimson lght of fever heal.—
L itervals she awoke, mutlenng ineghe-
rent sentences,  Aud ub the red hght of dawn
she was raving in delirinm ALl day throvgh
1ot hushed, darkened chombet rang Netn's
voice =pleading at times, then i [eghtful
lones like those of a wounded bigd; then sof-

looked Jismol anid cheetlessin the city. Clara
and Lena sot in their rich boudoir where o
hinzing fire glowed redly in the grate male it
wirm and cozy, Netta was there, ton, fur Mr
Clay loid down strict orders, aml they il pot
are disoley (hem by sending her inlo the
kitelien, andd now she wure ax costly roles os
Miss Lena did, and wag provided with books
anil teachers.
Netta wus reacing arichly bound book—Eli
za Cook's Poems. For shie in her loneliness
and found a deep love for a,l that was beaut)
ful, an!l poetry to her wns ns slags are 1o mar
iners fnr out on the pathless sea,  Netla had
aliered much in two months. There wos »
sofl light in her eve a rosy flush on uer eheek,
and the wentied toil worn look hid vonished;
bul the =mile on her lips wus always sad.
Mis. Clay in 8 brocade dressing robe, was ly-
ing on n sofa, reading **Uncle Tom's Cabin"
and weeping over the misforfunes of Eliza
for Mtw. Cloy hadone of those peculiatly form-
ed hends which could sympathize with all pop
ular sorrow.
Lena sat ina tichly cushioned rocking chair
busy with her patierns, zepher worsied and
velvels.
But she soon Lhrew them down, petlishly
exalniming. *There, | can do nothing more

. witl those deep blue eyes half veiled by
droophig eyeslasties, those deep blue eyes so
fike thope of her denc mother's which hail
'O often upl I’Iez to big. Then ehe wonndher
thin white srme aboul his neck, and sail in a
Jow trembling tone, **No, pappa, | don tthink
d'm gick bot I am so weak thai | con searcely

: nind_m‘;r feet. Oh, pappa,” anl she sub-
r & moment's silence Mr, Clay said “Go

until 1 have two more skeins of thal partiou-
inr seatlet and two more of that light szure.—
Whatshall 1 do 7 | ought to finish it for the
Lodies’ Fair.!”

o] don't know what you will do, Where
did you seleet 1" asked the mother, looking
up from her rending,

At one of the further shops on Brosdway,”
replid Leva. **1 must hove some more jm-

tened down Lo o cadence low and onlil as (ne
flow of 8till waters, Then she wuuld moan
again, ond hier evenest voice wonld be heanl,
~Oly, mother, it is 80 cold, and the shawl is
very thin, let me wear my cloak.'”  Then she
would sub with outsttetched arms, “Oh, papa
come snd 1ake ' me lome.  The wind blows
and it tains very hord, Come after me, my
owi . pa, | caw go no fariher.”

The mostie hotir of micnight had come with
1 inysicrious solemnity.  Within Mr.
mansion nll was bushed,  There was no hignt
B iy snve i Uheelimmber of the dying Netta.

that Lind Aushied Ler clieek had uiterly disd
away, ond i1 wusas suowy white ag tlie mllow
on Which it ested,  Her eyes were shiut and
her golden curls loy in beautiful conlusion

clasped above her head.  The fathers trem-
biing finger's lay on the pulse of one small
wrniat, sud the doctot’s on the other.  *Can
she live, doctor I'' cagerly nsked the father,

“She is waking now,’”" saul the doclor.

light was psserene 08 the pzire of an uncloud-
ed suimmer sky, and a8 they songht her father,
a seraphic smile wreathed her hps, and the
childish face shone os if angel wings were

papa 1'?

waloling beside you."
“Kut | have becn away,

mediately some way.'
“You will have to go, Annetta,” snid Mrs,
Clay, *‘the gurls are all busy down stairs and
cannot be spured, and Lenn’s health 18 too el
jeate to think uf going oul in such slormy
weather, snd the worsted must be had imme-
diatehy."" 2
Netla rhuddered ag she shut her entrancing
buok and lovked out on the cheerless sireel,
and u, ot the leaden sky from which the rain
came sieadily down, and not one Iady pedes-

up ioto oné of the paclors and lie down on Lhe
*hln{e. ‘Poaslie Nelin herenfier.
+Yes, papa,”’ said Neltd sl thesame time
ghivering with terror, ““but don't tell me to go
there | She will beat me if Tda,
+'Beat yeu, Netta | Who will beat you der-
ding 7" asked he tenderly.
- ella hesitaied o moment andl (hen said
‘tremblingly=""They soid they would beat me
‘o dealh, even if [1old you of i, But M.
Clay, mamma, | mean, and Lena whip me

v

gruelly ;very day.’ irion to be seen on the street  “‘Ah, itraing
= --w'm {or Netta 1" said he ina ea'm tone, | 50 fast and it will be such hard walking, moth-
fhrough his eyes flashed fivroely. - |er," replied ale.

] qon'L know, pops,”" She replied child-! “'Nonsense, it is nothing for a st

|
| never w.

la long,

fowing gold, aml beautiful trees tose by it ant

voices, sweet ns the flow of the river's waves
| whispered thatthey were the irees of Lile.—

And | snw the nngels, popa, and they wor

white, and they had crowns of sunlight and
golien harps, with which they made music.—
JAnd | saw mamms, snd she asked matolcame

mny
Eartly is datk willi
You will nol
out heallby bid me stay, will you? The eity is warm and

"ond live in the city of Light with her.
go, may I pot, papa 1™
| olouds and cald with storms,

Nettu was calmly siceping, The heete glow

over the pillows ond ber tiny hands were

Slowlv the large blue eyes unclosed, their

shadowing it with theirdivine presense. Then
ghe sail, **1 Luve been away, haven't I,

No, Netts,”” was the reply, “you have
been on the bed, nnd yout own papa has been

' she anid earnest-
Iy, "1t wag a very biight beantifu) plaes, where
I hesnd sweet, low voices, and they whis pered
to mie that it was (he caty of Light, where there
as any clouds or siorms, snd there was
wide, golden river there, s river of

right forever, papa,” and Netta's eyes Were:

Heaven's galex are |

ghting up the Valley aud Shadow of Dealh." | of
nd kissing Netta's hall departed 1ips, he said,
Is the eily so beautiful that Netta must needs
s

Then Netta's arms folded him in soft em-|
The |
ngels are unfuring their wings for flight, and
ey whisper, “Nétta, come,”" [ musl go papa; |y
pammiais beckoning and Lmastnot linger. Do
Mama is by Lhe
ale- good bye, papa, papa,’’ aud the litle
olden hend dropped on lis bosom, the inlens.

Iy brithiant eyes shut, the long lashes lay mo-1ahani 0 and the client went en very well sat- |
lionless on the marble cheeks and the A3 | jgied with thebeginning.  Ourlawyer nextday
loosene | their closp sbout the father's “"‘?h'| called on the shoemoker and asked him what
: ¢ : e meant by instituting legal proceedings
night the meek spirit of the mothe riess girl flow! ageint M___y_ g leghl P ng

Neita was dead. In the mysterious mid-

ip from the dim stormy earth, and the angels

with sirry wings bore her {hrough the Eden pay, and | was determined to make bim.—
gates in the ciiy of light, and she shall jo no| : ’
monte oul forever.

That night Mr. Clay spoke stern words lo

l

The next day tender, carelul Lpnis 1obed

NETTA CLAY.
AGED T'WELVE YEARS,
WE LOVED HER AND SIIE DIED,
He wel the sod with tears, nuil ere the flow-

wrs of another summer lit up earth with their|
colored radiance, lie was awny o (he distan
wenl,

]
His Netta sleeps there in the quiet conntry|

o
the green sods which Iny on her coflin, the|
golden sunlight sleens in its pink blossoms,
the brook’s quiet water gush nenr her, and,
the mowenful eadences hum a low dirge [or
the Mothetless Girl who sleeps on ils shores.
Bat all, all must Die!

The season of flowers is beginning to open |

in this notihern climate, and who is nol lond | home:
of their quict beanty and sweet frogronce I— wife,

The early apringy Urings forth the modest wild |
fAnwers of the hill-sile, which Llooms for its
senson, and fodes and withers away, and gives
pluce to its suocessors, and it to anothier and |

another, until the close of the series, ench|of anangel, the walk of a thief, and the voice
succession, in ity day, is equally perfeet ingf the devil,

forms nd beauly, and tlint snd (regrance, ac- |

conling 1o its pature and race—all equally dis- The flavor of thy ale, the beauly of Lhy wile,
playing the wonderful perfection of that Al apd the contents of thy purse,

wighty power which hos created all things, |

from the world we inbabit to the rose and vio- chimney, @ dripping rof, and a seolding wife.

let,

How strikingly emblematic of human life
are the flowers of the garden and the field !
One 19 low, modest und simple; another is
towering, goutdy, and ostentntious. One is
delicate in tint and rich o fragrance; another
is glowing in colors but wholly scentless.—
One is hardy and rnduring under any stage of
the seosons; onother 14 delicote and sensitive, |
and shrinks from 1he hade and withers ot 1he
touch. Yel all spring np and bloom, und fade!|
aml die, some in one stage of existence and |
some 10 gnother.  So with human life. The|
ahades and coss of characlerare o§ various as
the tints and (rgrance of the fluwers, mnd all
fade and die—some in jnfancy, some in the
budiing seasuns of youth, some in mutyre Inh:,|
and some by the frogts of age; butall, all die, |
and, os with fluwers, the sotumn and winler
of yenrs close the series with one generation
to muke tosm for anuiher, Sieas Wrianr,

To lis nicce, 13 years old,

A Love Letter.
The following letier was written by a Brit- |
ish officer, during the Revolution, to an Ame-
rican doly : |
| a1 love thee 2 Oh, dearest, the beam of
[ thine exe i the light of my hie. 1 worghip
| thee, ‘Thysiitle 8 the joy of my exis‘ence—
| thy voiee e music of my soul. When Iluy
Land lies in oo anl 1hy breath is upon my
elivek, every nerve vibrates with ecstasy, and
the deep pulsation of thy bosom thrills mine
with o respousive devotion that absorbs my|
whole being. !
“] would lave ‘hee as pure as an angel that

T might embrace thy imoge in my heart nnd
bow Lefore it as the wlol of all my jov and
liope, while thy enduring and full aMection

Clay’s{ e elevate und sanctily my adoration uu-

b it transeemded human sentiment, and par-
ook of 1he loly love symbolized in the flow.
ers of paradise at the dawn of ereation.

@ Phas, the world wil) eall frenzy, half lnei-
natinn—let the world call it what 1t mpy—il 8
a spell 1 would not liave broken for all else
the world enn give.

“Then love me, dear, with all thy strength
with all thy troth, with ell’ thy constancy,
lorever more—in pleasure and in sadness—
nnd when the earth is closed aver me, let thy
jove pierce the cold tirl and unite with n
spirit that lingers 1o Join thine io it flight to
tealms of erernal bliss,”

|

e Cravr,—One of the most economical
o Jaur,"! printer We ever Siw, was one who
ot not toom in tha line tospell out the nome
of “Jesus Christ” in full, but wn oider lo cave
troubie eondensed the tithe thug—*J Chirae"
There was breoity in i, indeed, but not much
cwil? Wesuppose It was more the result
of lagsness than irreverance, although * jone.”’
ptinters, as a class, don't lay much clawn t
“”‘l:l)‘u"

o A young man and a female once stop-
ped at a country tavern, Theirawkward np.
pearance exeited the family, who commenced
o conversation with the female by euquiring
how fie she had travelled. ‘Traveled I" ex-
simimed the stranger somewhal indighaot], ‘we
didu't travel—we rid M

g7 An editor in Onio thus writes fo s
subseriber.  “We hope aur friends will over-
Inok our irregalorities for the past 1wo weoks.
We are now permantly loeated in the county
fail : with sufficicut force 1o insure the regu«
1ar issue of our papet for the futvre.’

what was somewhat sutprising, in the limb of
As if all earthly sounds were hoshed, the| (he law, averse to incur litigation.
father gazed upon his child and murmured, | client come in to Lim ic a violent rage.
[y is the angel beanty.
opening, and the glorious light bursis out in| blasted shoemnker down to the Pigeon Cove
beillinnt floods, shining down upon my cbill, | hag gone and sued me for the money for 8 poir

tsued me, and 1 want to keep bim out of his

That's the long and short of it."

| hastily.

gil it,’ was the answer, So the lawyer fork-
ed over the V and kept the other.

asked lim how he got an with lis cuse.

money of the benevolent, the shoes on a
butcher's horse, and a fretful tongue.

hirst with fire, to dry the wel with walcr, 1o
please all in everylhing that is done.

t| Brown bre

averone mouse, Lwo scolding wivesin one
| house, ami two lovers of the same maiden.

boy's love, a clip fire, and a brook's fliad.

snnd memory, a Sold face, and fools fur sy su-

Pen, Yuste & Frissors.

Non-Suiting & Creditor.
There was a certain lawyer on the Cape o

e e et . i ot .

rWhen day bro
pieces?

07 Some lszy fellow spells Tennessce after
this fashion—10nc,

07 Be the same to your [riends both in pros-
perity and adversity.

ke whal became of the
ting daya

“Look o here, Squire,”* suid he, “that are

boots | owed him.*

“:Did the bools suit youl'’

“0Oh yes."

;;\}'en. then, you owe him the money hon-
’l-l.

. Course."

“Wyll, why don’t you pay him?*"

“\Why' cause the—Ublasied snob went and

t7The fellow who ‘‘oracked a joke” has
sent it 1o be repsired.

- He that loges his conscience has nolh-
ing left north keeping.

IrWhat kind of a docler would a duck
make t A quack doelar,

TTAt Indianapolis they have a dancing

pney if 1 kin.”
schoul kept by Mr. and Mrs. Shanks.

“It will cast you somelhing.”

o] don’t care for that'”

“How much Jo you want to goon withl”
“Oh, ten dollars will do.'”

“Is that allt Well, here's an X, so go

17 Why would tying a horse Lo a posl seem
toimprove his pace 1 Because it would make
him [ust,

 (Pr'The old Lackelor who fiad Leen wail -
ing for the **lojse of ages'” has finally tried the
laps of young ladies, and is quile pleased with
Lhe resull,

Cune yor Love.—llide in o closel and listen
lo n couversation beiween a couple who have
been marnied o year, while they tnink them-
| selves unhbeard.

“Why,"” said he, “I knew he was able to

“Wel, *saidthe lawyer, “lre'salwaysb @n
good customer to you, I think you sclel o
There’s a ttifle 10 pay on account of

| A well known gent having Leen arrested
for stealing a gold wolch, geve o8 @n excuse
that ke wos unwell, and he doctor sdvised
him Lo ‘lake something.

“Cert squire—if you Lglad | - .
Certain, squire—if yout sny wo, aud glad 10 g 1 rp My dear sin’ said a eandidate

| acceosting o elurdy wag on the day ol eléction,
‘I'm very elad to see You The wag replied,

Inafew days his client cume along 2nd |\
4 £ ‘Yuu needa’t be—1've," voled,

oRapully,”” cried the fnwyer, *‘we'vedou- ' A bachelor the othermorning remarked
thiot wives who use the needle are Like the en-
emy spoken of in the poroble—ihey asew tares
while the husbandman sieeps.

e Jprysalem! that'sgreat! 10 rather gin fif

Thres Things.
Three things that never become rugty:

TrAn old divine said loa voung preacher,
who lad just preachied a ennon of the in-
tensely horrible order.  *You are too flowery,
{and your flowers ore the flowers of sulphur.”

The

17 A parson reading Tuneral service at the
grave, futgot the sex of the deceased, and asked
one of the mourners, an Emeralder, ‘Is this a
brother or sister?” *Neither,! replied Pat
| ‘only a cousin.’

Three things not ensily done:  To allay

Three things thal ore s good as the lesl:
ad in fvmine, well water ia thirst,
nil u great conl in winter

: | y7*Sam, why am your Lead [ike .
Three things as good as their better: : 1 P sl e g e

|
Dirty | 1'se give dat up, chile [ prognesticate’ ‘Be-

water o extinguish fire, on ugly wife toa blind | pause 1tis supposed to be iuhabited. Yah
man, and a woollen sword 1o o cowurd. ¥

Lyuh! Sam turned up the while of lig eyes and

Twan cots | seratehed his—wool!

Thres things that seldom bgree:

(A lenrned Judpe, efier hearing a florid
A | discourse from an ambilious young lawer, ad-
. vised him to pluck some of the feathers from
Thiee things that ought neser to be from | the wings of his imagination, and put them in
The eal, the clitmney, and the bouse- | the wil of his jadgment,

A

Three things of & short continuance:

T7A coxcomb, talking of the iransmigration
of souls, satd, ‘Ia the time of Moses, 1 have
no doult I was the golden calf.  “Very like-
Iy." replicd adady ; “time has robbed you of
nothing but the gilding."”

Thiee essentiale to o false story lellen

ienee.
I'hree (hings seen in the peacock: The garb

q7eIt is enrrently reported that thereis an
edityr in Boston who shiaves every morning,
puts on three clean shirts o week, wenrs good
hiats, and wears his bools always blacked! 1t
is evident Lthat Lhe mai 15 insane.

Theee things that are unwise to boast of:—

Three miseries of a man'shouse: A smoky

A Boston Liquor Trial. 07A stranger was passing a liouse whers

there was evidently a funermal, a coflin sitting
A mon named Parker was tried in Boston, o | 12t the door, Perceiving an honest son of
few days aga, for violating the Moise Liguor | Erin hatd by, e inquitzd who wis dead.—
Law, when n witness testified in this wise: | *\Vell, sure an® I'm hot positive,™ says Pal,
“inve you deank anything at Me. Porker's “but | believe it's the jintleman in the coffin,'’
within the last month "’
“Yes, water."
“Have you drank anythiug else!””

.

it Don't attemp! too moch. Knives that
eontain 90 Llades, 40 cotk screws, and a boot
jack, are very seldom brought in o sction; aad

"‘.l"‘ " . v

=3 ' for this reason, in attempiling toomuch they

" " H L] A B v

“‘:.:;y”mm’ or brandy, or gin { have become so clumsy and ponderous that
. .

men of small patience con't **get the hang' of

“What did you drink?*? I ey

o] don's know,"

AW Lt did you eall for?'

o[ enlled for Frank Pierce,”

“Did you get it

“f i,

“AVhot did it Jonk like!"!

o1t tnoked like Frank Pierce,"”

What did it smell like?”

“lt #melt like Frank Pierce.”

“What did it teste like?"

o1t tasted like Frank Pierce.’

“Mr. Witnesy, on your oath, whutl do you
Lelieve you deauk?'’

o[ bholieve | drank Frank Pierce.”

Amid a general explosion, in which the
Court and jury and Lor juined, the District At 17 A lady soid lo a gent'eman who kmd ac-
torney said to his assistant, “Mr. Homer, pay leomponied het and her sister to church—
this man's wituess fee, ood let Lhim go;'' and} W hy, it roins—send and get an wmbeelia.'
he went. “Why,' sotd the besu, “you ore neitber

- | sugar nor sall, rain will not hurt you.'”
“No, " said the lady, **Lny we arc Jasscs.””
He sent for one imnwediotely.

A lovesick young man is a pitisble ob-
jests His ideas are centered upon ringlats,
[ Llue eyes, spotted musling and such like dan-
| gerous aitractions.  Ken's, marketing, doctor's
(nlts ond other iedentals tv mattimony neves
{enter lis liead.

1710 the year 1784 the Legisiature of Penn-
| gylvonine, 1o wbolish a practice then prevailing,
pagsed the following resolutions, alier cousid-
ctabile opposition. ‘'I'hat hercafler no mem.
| bar, shall come into the chamber barefooted,
noreat his bread onad chicese on he steps of
the Cagitol.

You remem-
1l
|

The Wedding.

You were there, dear reader.
ber nll the eircumstances of 1he occasion,
Wiy nut now or ithen, here nor here; 1t was
neither my wedding nor your own; but that of
some young [riends who had beea drawn by
the co:ds of love and the prospeets anl prom
ises of the fulore, to lnke each otlier “for bet-
teror ‘ot worse.”  I'hey stood together o toke
Ui onth of feality, and pledge 1o each olhiet o o
mutini love snd eore, outil death divide. The [atms i
twain were mode one after (be form of luman | iy One of the townsmen meeting with one
law, nx they nd lopg Leen by the lilgher law [ of the strotling organs plavers, wos inc'ined to
of their own hearts.  The sttong wan, iu Uie | engoge in conversation with him and asked
vignr of his years, pledges the best energies of |l ¢
Bis Beiny to sustain and defend tle trosting | Whal pal in tlie grand ¢rama of life do you
waomat, who offers him in retun the wenlth perform 1
of of her unsulhed affections.  From all out | +] mind myown business,” was the brief and
hearts goes up the involuutary prayer **God | pointed reply.
blers v Go try the paths of life together, |
| romc itering that it is not joys alone that wall
Lenter i the common stock ol your life pari-
nership.  To divide the burdens of our human
comdition and o reatter light upon the elouds
ol ench olher's sky, is the Lieher and hiolier
misgion of such as you oty now.  God bless
Yo, o, sorrowlul, et rejoicing motlier, while
ol give to another tie gind heart wineh so

Lias nestled near lo yours. I

Cintonoow.—O0h, ehildtood ! how bleasant |
[ are thy daydrenms ! how pure how delightful|
IlE y enjoyments! We look back upon thee
with plensuie, for our happiest houn were as.
sncinted with thee; andyet we somelinies s1glh
while memory busily retrospecis the past be-
couse those peaceful hour hove fed [ rever.

g7 “It's quite loo Lad of ye Darhy, lo say
your wife 15 worse thaa the devil,” *And
plazes yout riverence, I con prove it by lhe
foly Seripture= 1 can, be the powersof muil?
Didn't your riverence, in o sermiy yesterday,
tell us that if we resisted the devil he'd flee
from us T Now, il | resist my wife ghe Ay

1 e
7 Ma.? said a young mies fo ler molher

{he other day, ‘what is emigrating I

! “Emigrating, dear, is a young lady going lo
Culifornin.’

“What is colonization, ma !’

Calonization, dear, is mortying tlLere and

{having famiiy.

«Ma, 1 sliould like o go to Califoriia.

Mung
]
|

e Well, Pat, my good fellow,” said a vie-
tonous generl to a bmve son of Erin, afler a
bottle, **and what did you do to Lelp us goin
this victory?* *‘Do?** replied Pat, “‘an’ may
it plnze ver honor, T walked bouldly up te one
|af the inimy and eut off his fut.,' “Cut off
| his fool ! and why did you not cut off his head'*
|uked e general.  *‘Ah, sn' faith, Llat was

off already,” said Pat,

o7 A young lady from the country being -
vited to @ parly, was told by her city eousin
1o fix up, snd put Lier best foot (nremost, 13
onler 10 cateh » besu—="she looked so green
in her canntry attire.

The oquntry damsel, looked comeally inlo
I.l';! e:“ of har 1athgr faded relstive and ree
plien—

“Detler green (han withered,’

17 Pleces of red paper, out in the shape of
tiinngle, were seen lying in Llie streets, i dif-
feient paris of the eity st Louieville, on tlLe
motiing of the late eleetion, Thay ate em-
bleims of the order, and when a8 member seus
themm he is called upon by lis oath ss a Kuow
Nothing, 1o arm Limsell, aud rush to the aid
of Lis Lretheren, and assist them ia acts of ar
son and murder,

|

|




